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his hand, pulled him out, and sent him down to the brook to wash
himself and change his clothes at home afterwards.

Friday, 14 October

Visited Edward Evans and the stench of the hovel bedroom almost
insupportable. -The gaunt ghastly half starved bkck and white cat
was still sitting on a box at the bed head waiting for the sick man
to die.

It is an old custom in these parts for the poor people to go about
round the farm-houses to beg and gather milk between and about
the two Michaelmasses, that they may be able to make some pud-
dings and pancakes against Bryngwyn and Clyro Feasts, which are
on the same day, next Sunday, the Sunday after old Michaelmas Day
or Hay Fair, October loth. The old custom is still kept up in
Bryngwyn and at some hill farms in Clyro, but it is honoured at
comparatively few houses now, and scarcely anywhere in Clyro
Vale. Wern Vawr is one of the best houses to go to, a hospitable
old-fashioned house where they keep up the old customs. Besides
being given a gallon of milk to be carried away, the poor people are
fed and refreshed to help them on their journey to the next farm, for
they wander many miles for milk and it is a weary tramp before
they reach home.

I turned in to old Hannah's and sat with her an hour talking over
old times, and listening to her reminiscences and tales of the dear
old times, the simple kindly primitive times *in the Bryngwyn'
nearly ninety years ago. She remembers how, when she was a very
little girl, she lived with her grandfather and grandmother, old
Walter Whitney (who Was about ninety) and his wife. In the
winter evenings, some of their old neighbours, friends of her grand-
father, used to come in for a chat, especially old Prothero, William
Price and William Greenway, contemporaries of her grandfather,
and all men bom about the beginning of the i8th or the end of the
I7th century. These old people would sit round the fire talking on
the long winter evenings, and Hannah then a child of 8 or 10 would
sit on a little stool by her grandfather's chair in the chimney corner
listening while they told their old world stories and tales of 'the
fairies' in whom they fully believed. There was the 'Wild Duck
Pool* above Newbuilding. To this pool the people used to come
on Easter morning to see the sun dance and play in the water and